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of a theatre; nor was I ever present at any public dinner
in all its circumstances more impressive than was that
which occurred a few days afterwards, when Kemble's
Scotch friends and admirers assembled around him —
Francis Jeffrey being chairman, Walter Scott and John
Wilson the croupiers.
Shortly before this time, Mr. William Laidlaw had
met with misfortunes, which rendered it necessary for
him to give up the lease of a farm, on which he had been
for some years settled, in Mid-Lothian. He was now
anxiously looking about him for some new establishment,
and it occurred to Scott that it might be mutually advan-
tageous, as well as agreeable, if his excellent friend
would consent to come and occupy a house on his pro-
perty, and endeavor, under his guidance, to make such
literary exertions as might raise his income to an amount
adequate for his comfort. The prospect of obtaining
such a neighbor was, no doubt, the more welcome to
"Abbotsford and Kaeside," from its opening at this
period of fluctuating health; and Laidlaw, who had for
twenty years loved and revered him, considered the
proposal with far greater delight than the most lucrative
appointment on any noble domain in the island could
have afforded him. Though possessed of a lively and
searching sagacity as to things in general, he had always
been as to his own worldly interests simple as a child.
His tastes and habits were all modest; and when he
looked forward to spending the remainder of what had
not hitherto been a successful life, under the shadow of
the genius that he had worshipped almost from boyhood,
his gentle heart was all happiness. He surveyed with
glistening eyes the 'humble cottage in which his friend
proposed to lodge him, his wife, and his little ones, and
said to himself that he should write no more sad songs
on Forest FUttings.1
1 mr Laidlaw has not published many verses; "but his song of Lucy's
Flitting — a simple and pathetic picture of a poor Ettrick maiden's

